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Iv is not often that old birds are taken with chaf. T hey 
know how to judge better than this, if the faculty of judg- 
ment can be applied to birds. If ingratitude is a base thing 
in itself, and despised by the generous, how much more so 
must those be who never own Divine Providence, whose © 
creating hand made them, who gives life, breath, all things; 
food, raiment, health, comfort, friends. 

Our enjoyments far exceed our sorrows, in a general way, 
if we act aright, even in the present shadowy state of ex- 
istence. To think my readers do not own and feel grateful 
to Divine Providence, so good to us all, would be as foolish 
as uncharitable. I hope better of them, and while truly 
grateful for the attention with which they have received my 
former works, I most earnestly request, entreat, beseech, 
and beg them to peruse with great care, and in good earnest, 
this poem on Divine Providence. It may be of use some 
day to have done so, however unworthy I am to assay such 
a subject“in verse or in prose. 

If it in any way serves to promote piety to our Great 
Benefactor, the main end will be answered; at the same 
time, all who write now-a-days wish some persons to buy a 


copy of their book. a. 
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THE day of birth—in time the day of death; 
The hour the lungs gain or resign their breath, 

- Serve to denote the extremes of that brief day 
Thai life is named, begin and end the way. 
From cradle to the grave all short appears ; 

_ Some live a minute, hour, days, months, or years. 
A few survive their friends until we see 

Their ages reach at least a century. 

But, on the whole, while studying mankind, 
How short the period of life we find. 

The old depart,—nor is the wonder great,— 
Since all must life resign or soon or late; ? 
But when the strong, the healthy, and the young, 
The blushing bride and he who o’er her hung 
With fondness, rapture,—here his bliss, hope, joy, 
While even these a sudden fate destroy, 

What can be said of wretches full of woe 

Who death prefer and find his advent slow? 


Then, what is life? and what, too, call we death? 
Is it that lungs possess or yield up breath? 

Is it then when the heart’s last pulse is still 
The life has sped and fled all mortal ill? 

What can the wise tell more than what we see, 
The pulse, the breath is gone, we cease to be; 
The soul has parted from the mortal clay, 
Ethereal soars on pinions swift away, 

Leaves far behind the changeful scenes of time, 
And seeks congenial joys in milder clime, 
Expansive, rises, rushes on its course 

As fiery comets seek heat’s central source. 


ay 
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Lhe soul of man, unlike the earthly clod, 
Receives its being from the breath of God. 

His frame from lowly dust of earth was made, 
Not of the soul can this be truly said; 

But made, inanimate the body still, 

And matter’s properties alone can fill 

-When great Elohim in his nostrils breathes, ’ 

_ And he the principle of life receives, 

A living soul doth speedily become, 

And lodges in its temporary home; 

What time the spirit from the body flies, 

The earthy part remains,—the body dies, 

As daily we behold and soon shall prove, 

Yet by the goodness of our Maker’s love, 

Our souls, ethereal in immortal bliss, 

Shall joy to escape an evil world like this, 

And from defilement free, to glory rise 

And dwell in the blest mansions in the skies. 
Behold the face of him; his essence know; 
And learn the causes of our ills below. 

Mingle with saints and angels ever free, 
Exulting in blest immortality, 

Praising the grace that freely did dispense 
What seemed the will of Divine Providence. 

A father for his family provides 

Their food and raiment, everything besides, 
Consults their good, their wayward wills restrains ; 
Uses the rod if needs be; spares no pains 

That may unto their happiness conduce, 

And best results on all their lives produce. 
While doing all this with a wise foresight, 
Guarding from wrong, strivingo lead them right, 
Commending now when virtuous deeds they try, 
Or chiding when their passions lead awry; 
Admonishing, instructing, that from thence 
They may do well through his kind providence, 
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Just so our Heavenly Father does much more 
Provide for man from his abundant store, 
And sleepless, watches still to do us good, 
Through ail life’s journey and in every mood. 


His general care in all man’s life is known, 
Confined not to the just and wise alone, 

_ But on the unjust he pours the fertile shower, 
And cheerful sunbeams bless them many an hour; 
While, undeserved to all, his copious hand 
Pours out his treasures rich in every land, 
Sends fruitful seasons of the varying year, 

And makes the herb to spring, the blade appear, 
Yellows the ripening grain, and well matured, 
The luscious fruit from many a tree secured, 
’Midst which the tuneful songsters of the groves 
Warbie their lays, melodious chant their loves. 


Within the bosom of the fruitful earth 

He cherishes the seeds that by their birth, 

In infinite production plenty bring 

When winter yields to influence of spring; 

The vital sap through every vessel flows, 

Moistens the plant that shoots and buds and grows 
Beneath the light and warmth of solar rays, © 
Whose cheering radiance and meridian blaze 
Flash forth the colors of fair, tinted flowers, 

And perfect fruit through nature’s ample bowers ; 
The flowery meads, the verdant, grassy lawn 
Receive the frisking lamb and nimble fawn, 

The playful throng of innocence and youth, 
Guileless as thoughtless, faithful yet to truth, 

The shepherd with his pipe and gentle lass, 

Passes the pleasant hour—his dog couched on the grass. 


Behold! Within an ample city’s bounds, 
What strikes the eye? What on the ear resounds? 
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_ Here runs the rapid car upon its rails, 

" With changes frequent not e’en horseflesh fails ; 
At every crossing see with rushing feet, 

The passengers from every quarter meet, 

Press the smooth seat, the crystal walls survey, | 
And mark such scene that greets the onward way, 
Till at the destined point each is set down, 

And seeks now this or that part of the town; 
Hastens to ’change, to court, or to the bank, 

To matt, or store, or what place every rank, 
Condition, station, circumstance approve ; 
Custom, caprice, or habit; there they move, 
Their faces, costume, features all declare 

That pining want has fixed no traces there ; 
And if proud wealth did not their wishes crown, 
No adverse fate has pulled their glories down ; 
But every look, each step upon their road 
Marks clear, distinct, the Providence of God. 
What vast supplies a populous city needs! 

Who tends, provides? Who nourishes and feeds? 
Who furnishes the breakfast-table’s food ? 

Who gives to dine upon the choice and good? 
-Who crowns with plenty, yet, the evening fare, 
But He who for their sustenance has care; 
Wards off disease, and to restore their health 
Strews through all nature medicinal wealth, 
With chemistry profound in many a tree, 
Prepares the balm or juice from pain to free; 
Or in the ocean’s caverned depths conceals 

The remedy which science true reveals, 

By which the hoarded stores of nature show 
His providence presides o’er men below, 

And stones as vegetables declare and prove 

His care and providence and tender love. 

The providence of God through all pervades 


oS 
In life’s short day and death’s most dismal shades, 
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Through every changing scene in weal or woe, 

_ It guides, sustains, and props us as we go. 

No sickness, pain, temptation, trial, grief, 
Anguish, distress, but it can bring relief, 

And turn night’s mourning into joyful day, 
Sending the wounded healed upon his way ; 
Plucking from adverse fate its power and sting, 
And rendering man of circumstance the king, 
Not by inherent power or inward force, 

But, by His strength, of every power the source; 
Our prostrate strength with every nerve unstrung, 
Lopped off the branch from which our hopes have hung, 
Blighted our hopes, our peace enjoyed no more, 

His healing hand can yet again restore ; 

And ’midst the shock profound in care and trouble, 
Can for our sorrows render more than double, 

Change all our grief to joy, impart again, 

The anodyne destroying every pain; 

Assuaging every woe—envenomed dart, 

Up binding, healing the sad, broken heart. 

His discipline a father’s love displays, 

His chastening rod the riches of his grace; 

He wounds to heal—He strikes but to embrace. 

He frowns severe, His favor but to show, 

Reveals himself when we our weakness know, 

And find in Him our heaven begun below. 


If. 


Who Great Jehovah’s power would contemplate, 
The shining heavens his wondering eyes await ; 
There let him nightly view the starry frame, 
Vast constellations, which with fiery flame, 

Fill all the zodiac and surround the pole, 

Their hosts all marshalled as they onward roll 
With magnitude so vast as must surprise; 

With motions far too swift for mortal eyes, 
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With distances between that ite o’erpower 
Conceptions in the creatures of an hour. 

Then let him think on the bright orb of day, — 
Pursuing through vast space his onward way, 
Diameter eight ‘hundred thousand miles, 

The centre of a system that beguiles, 
Stupendous, the thoughts of feeble clay, 

More than our eyes his fierce, meridian ray. 
Then let him view the moon, which on the earth 
Constant attends as from her early birth. 

Then view the stars called fixed,—nor fixed are they,— 
But roll with motions rapidly away. 

Many the centres of far greater suns 

Than ours which daily his bright circle runs ; 
Canst thou the influence so sweet resist 

Of Pleiades, or boldly dare insist 

Mighty Orion’s bands so bright to undo, 

Which nightly gleam all glorious to the view? 
Thon canst not. Nor can telescopic glass, 
Though countless stars across its field may pass, 
Th’ innumerable orbs, bright, great descry, 
That fill the glorious portals of the sky; 

And form the entrance to that palace fair, 
Where He resides—residing everywhere. 

What thou dost view canst see with mortal gaze 
The countless worlds creating such amaze, 

That he who sees them frequent studies most, 
Amid their grandeur feels his thoughts are lost ; 
All these that science boasts she can explore 
Unto the whole creation, are no more 

Than one small leaf, cast forth, neglected, lone, 
To all the spreading trees of mighty Lebanon. 


That distant star which more remote you see, 
That sparkles bright and shines so brilliantly, 
May now be quenched, although its light appears, 
And takes to reach our eyes some million years, 
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What stays these rapid, ponderous bodies up? 
Who raises them aloft and with what prop? 
Who graduates the centre seeking force, — 

- And centre leaving on the ardent course? 

_ Who whirls through space the planet's circling rounds, 
That each preserves and ever has its bounds 
Within the orbit as at first designed ? 

Not chance uncertain, fortune fickle, blind, 

But he who made them; He who can dissolve; 
Round whom, Great Centre, all of them revolve 
Unchanged ; He holds them by omnipotence, — 
And guides their motions by His Providence. — 


When first the tribes of men the flood survived, 
And Noah with his sons remain alive, 

They roam abroad, through different countries stray, 
Peopling the world as it is seen to-day. 

The Providence Divine their bounds assigns ; 
They move accordant to his wise designs, 
Nations and people ’gin the earth to fill; 

Nor ean their wickedness resist his will, 

For the Most High doth in the kingdoms reign, 
Naught can his purpose or his hand restrain ; 
High swollen in pride the fierce Assyrian rose, — 
The haughty Babylon doth too disclose | 
How early man would into despot turn; 

Though widows weep and.countless myriads mourn. 
Yet this great kingdom in the height of power, 
Omnipotence subverted in an hour. 

The Persian banners o’er its fortress waved, 

And Cyrus rescued people long enslaved, 

His empire yet in turn to Grecia yields, 

Whose sons contend for power on bloody fields; 
Till Rome, the destined mistress of the world, 
Unsheathed the sword, the banner wide unfurled, 
And spread her conquering legions far and wide, 


oS fon) 
Dyed the ensanguined field with crimson tide. 
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Barbarians at length her weakness saw, 
Rush o’er the mighty Alps and nearer draw, 
Capture her bulwarks and her people slay, 
Triumph at last in her entire decay ; ae 
*T was not the Goth, the Vandal, or the Hun, 
By which proud Roman power was all undone; 
Learning and art and arms with sure decline, 
Presaging full the patriot might divine, 
And see corrupted morals make sure work, 
Yo broach her walls as engines of the Turk. 
When Solyman approached Vienna’s wall 

ith victory flushed anticipates her fall, 
A providential check he ’gins to feel 
That Christendom’s salvation doth reveal, 
And drives the mighty tide of conquest back, 
And stays the unbeliever’s fiery track. 


Who can not judge distinctly, then, from hence, 
That nations are the care of providence ? 

And that He arms the patriot for fight, 

Aiding his cause, if but that cause be right ; 
The universe in all its several parts 

Is guided and directed by the arts 

Of a superior power’s intelligence, 

In other words, by all-wise providence ; 

For if upon this truth we dwell, we find 
*Twas not the plan of the Creator’s mind, 

Just so to form and fix great nature’s laws; 
Nor linked so the chain of second cause, 

As this vast world unto itself to leave, 

That further care from Him would not receive, 
But in His hands the reins He still retains, 
Now intervenes, now alters, or restrains, 
Suspends, enforces all these general laws 
According to the will of the first cause ; 

Some in a way, more common, understand 

By providence the action of that hand, 
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Or power almighty, which, in all respects, 
Creation’s various parts most usually directs ; 
Many, with Epicurus, will deny . 
The providence of Him who dwells on high, 
And think it ’neath God’s while to interpose 
In mortal matters breaking his repose. 

But Plato, dialogue the tenth, of Laws, 

More justly reasons of the great first cause, 
And shows self-mover is superior far, . 

By its own nature to the things that are 
Moving because, and only, by being moved, 
Therefore the noble mind it much behooved 

To have priority to material things, 

O’er which it change and variation brings ; 
Therefore a perfect universal mind, 

All things produced and actuates, we find. 

He shows the Deity doth exercise 

A providence particularly all-wise, 

Throughout the world caring alike for all, 
Regardful of the great nor less for small. 

So perfect is the excellence divine, 

Such virtues in God’s nature brightly shine, 
That He who all things sees and hears and knows 
Can ne’er subjected be to indolent repose, 
Or yield to slothful negligence; the great, the mean, 
His own possession equally is seen ; 

That to take care of great—the little things 
An equal share of watchfulness must bring ; 
That the more perfect, any workman, great 
Physician, builder, ruler of a State, 

The more his care and skill appear to all, 
Displayed in great things, and no less in small; 
Hence then he says, let us not God conceive 

So mean as worse than mortals to believe, 

Who show in any art their power and skill, 
And their conceptions perfectly fulfill, 
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If Providence as foresight we imply, 

And own a being lives who made the sky, 

The worlds revolving in the ample space, 

And all that in existence has a place, 

We must admit that He all things foresaw, 
And what conclusion such event might draw ; 

_ Or in the natural world or moral too, — | 
They must have stood revealed before his view ; 
Without Him inert matter would stand still, 
No energy would mark the spirit’s will, 

But what from Him derived of all the source, 
Nor must he not know perfectly their course? 
And what conjointly ta’en or separate ; 

They will produce whether in small or great, 
For small and great before Him are the same, 
And, as we wrote before, an equal care do claim. 


A workman knows whate’er his own hand makes, 
And from him the machine its motion takes ; 
How long ’twill run he clearly can foresee, 

What at one time its state posite may be; 

Or if of all about it he can’t tell, 

It is he knows not his materials well; 

Therefore its powers and qualities not known, 


Not made by him, he fails from this alone. 


The universe’s vast machine God made, 

Nothing had being but from Him its aid ; 

The powers and properties, relations all, 

Which things created have, or great or small, 
The moist and dry, the ponderous and light, 

In kind and in degree o’er all He owns the right ; 
Nothing in all that He did not foresee, 

Through all the circles of eternity. 

Nothing unknown to Him—the present, future, past,— 
By His decree all things are, and stand fast. 
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His being, clear, implies His providence, 
The intelligent creator we from thence. 
Deduce the proofs on sure foundations laid, 
He watches o'er the creatures He has made, 
And not alone God all things doth foresee, 
All possible events that e’er can be, 
But causes and effects are predisposed, 
And means to ends are definitely disposed ; 
Rewards and punishments are portioned ont 
In justice, judgment, goodness—without doubt, 
And those who live conformed unto His sway, 
With Him shall live in everlasting day. 


God’s providence implies His operation, 
Constant and uniform, posterior to creation ; 
As haman genius forms some grand machine, 
‘Some need of motive power is quickly seen,— 
A spring or weight or impulse of some kind, 
As needful for the motion of ’t we find, 

The world’s machine doth thus on God depend, 
That He unto its parts conserved extend, 

The motion by the which the whole may act, 
And serve its purpose with its force intact. 
Causes mechanical will not explain, 

How coalescent particles sustain 

Combining power; and how the planets’ course, 
Not self-impelled accumulates the force, 

To urge in oval orbit its career, 

And run its race through the revolving year ; 
Should Providence one moment cease His care, 
A universe dissolved would soon be there; 
Chaos, creation’s funeral dirge—despair. 

Now when we strive perfection’s pause to view, 
The doctrine of a providence is true, 

For we must perfect deem the great first cause, 
Our reason fairly this conclusion. draws, 
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_ That He who absolute perfection claims, 
Infinite power and wisdom in His aims; 
Unending gooduess; we infer from hence 
His watchful care—in fact, His providence. 
The events occurring in the world He made, 
He views not with indifference; it may be said 
His goodness will unto this aim extend, 

To do what goodness claims to be its end, 
And it will be performed with such effect, 
As power and wisdom, infinite, direct, 

To all our notions of each attribute 
Possessed by Him this answers—no dispute. 


Could we, as good, that powerful Being call, 
Who with the power performs no good at all? 
But seeing what good He may do at ease, 

To do the same He careless does not please ; 
Far hence be all such God-dishonoring thought! 
God, without providence, need of none be sought. 
An all-wise God will of the world have care, 
Reason itself will this same thing declare, 

That in its time and manner and due season, 
God will all things do as perfect reason 

Demand and call upon Him to perform, 
Whether to smooth the sea or raise the storm, 
The sun’s enlivening beams or rain to send, 

And death or life according to its end. 


Whate’er we hear of chance or fortune’s sway, 
Is but remains of heathen darkness’ day, 

For such have no existence God in all, 

Rules human lives, the world in great and small, 
That all may own his plenitude of power, 

And gracions providence that guards each hour; 
The ways of providence must still be best, 
Whether we live in joy or feel distressed, 
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In poverty and wealth whate’er the fate 
‘That may upon our life’s short day await, 


- "Tis for.our good and nothing else can be 


When we regard that state—eternity. 

J grant we may not see it in that way, 

For ah! how frail is this poor house of clay, 
How do our sorrows press, our tears distill, 
How hard to bow to the Creator’s will. ) 
We mourn, lament, complain, unceasing pine 
When all is dark, and when by will divine — 

' Our hearts oppressed, entirely cast down, 

We feel and dread the Maker’s awful frown. — 
Can we forget He chastens whom He loves, 
And scourges all his sons? That he removes 
Our hopes and bliss, our health and worldly pelf, 
That ail our good may centre in Himself. 
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How poor, benighted is the mind of man 

Left to himself! Through all this mortal span, 
Through all the ages what did reason know, 
Of all conducive to his weal below, 

And what might fit him for another state, 
Uninfluenced by change and mortal fate? 
What could philosophy so proud impart, 

Man to renew and renovate the heart? _ 

Not all that Socrates or Plato taught 

The Stagirite, whose mind with science fraught, 
Imparted much to man of highest use, 

From which e’en now we many things deduce, 
Could tell the world what needful is to learn, 
If he the path of safety would discern. 

No. ’Twas alone the providence of God 

Could teach mankind to tread life’s weary road, 
And that by truth to holy men made known 
By God hiniself and his incarnate Son. 
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This revelation we the Bible name, 

The Book as if none other had a claim, 

- Better to burn them all if needs must be, 
Tais book alone God’s word to set us free. 
Then let us prize and read it frequently, 
God’s moral image there we plainly see, 
And if we read with care and by His grace, 
We'll see one day without a veil His face. 
The watchful care of God this boon imparts, © 
.To lead our steps and purify our hearts, 
Instruct us what to do as well as shun, 

The evil to avoid how good is done. 


Why did not God give Socrates this book ? 
Why did wise Plato never in it look ? 

(Some say he did—but surely they mistook), 
Why did the Stagirite ne’er its leaves peruse? 
Or the great favorite of the Grecian muse ? 
Just because’'God did not as yet think fit, 
Except to Israel’s tribes and sages, to grant it, 
And they, this sacred gift, long time retain, 
And with them only did it long remain. 


We now peruse it in our native tongue, 
Whose accents on our infant ears have rung, 
Our mothers taught it us in earlier years, 
With hopeful prayers, perhaps with sighs and tears, 
Down fiowing fast, at once of fear and hope 
That we should prize it and discern its scope. 
Whole chapters have retentive memory filled, 
We grew in time in sacred lore more skilled, 
And its blest precepts often did impart 

A wholesome warning to our froward heart, 
Curbing our passions, laying low our pride, 
Teaching the path and furnishing a guide, 
Soothing affliction’s lonesome, weary way, 
And shedding on its gloom enlivening ray. 
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How doth the Bible God’s good gifts dispense, 
How clearly it reveals His providence ; 

And that, not only in a general way, 

But here it has particular display. | 
Thus Noah, while the wicked world was drowned, 
In God’s all-watchful care a rescue found, 

And as the floating ark rose o’er the flood, 
Revealed the gracious providence of God. 

His covenant, the beauteous rainbow, too, 
Brought hopeful comfort to his faithful view. 


Nor less did Abraham in many a scene, 
Perceive God’s providence to intervene, 

And from his woes and foes keep separate. 

In all the changing circumstance of fate. 

Nor were his hope and confidence deceived, 

He had the promise and he firm believed. 

Thus providence did over Israel keep 

Such watchful guard as never was asleep ; 
Heard all the people’s groans and saw each tear, 
Was still considerate and ever near, 

And brought them out by a most mighty hand, 
And led them safe into the promised “land. 
Who reads may find in all their dire distress, 
Amid the perils of the wilderness, 

Amid the thunders that re-echoed round 

The crest of Horeb with a dreadful sound ; 
The grace his people sought they joyful found. 
And stronger nations, mightier people far, 


Resisting them in fierce and dreadful war, 

He drove before them as the chaff is driven, 
Before the rushing, boisterous wind of heaven. 
Not by their sword and mighty prowess they 
Cause all their enemies to flee away ; 

Not by the courage of each valiant chief, 


They found or sought a much desired relief, 
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Their strength was God, the leader of their host, 
Their refuge, sword and shield when needed most; 
Thus, Jericho they seven times surround, 

The trumpet clangs through all the scene resound, 


The mighty bulwarks yield and crumbling fall, | 
Quite level with the ground each solid wall. 


The youthful David laid Goliath low, 

The pebble smooth inflicted direful blow; 

’T was providence that did its force impel, 
"Tyas thus its aim was so directed well, 
And showed that God by simple means can do 
That which is wondrous in human view ; 
Just as the sun in mid-career was staid, 
Just as the moon in Ajalon delayed, 

Till victory full the Israelites did crown, 
And cast the pride of human power down. 
The life of David was much checkered o’er, 
Fe soundly slept as if all fear no more 

His constant heart assailed not as before. 
Though Israel forgot the Lord, yet He 

Did not forget his gracious clemency. 

"Tis true th’ Assyrian led ten tribes away, 
Who, scattered are unto this very day, 
Proving his justice and his judgment due, 
When to his covenant men prove untrue. 
Yet, unto David’s house his mercy still, 
Displayed his faithfulness and holy will, 
To keep his people though they captive be, 
And kind restore their sad captivity. 
Hence, to accomplish this, his grand intent, 
He several holy prophets to them sent ; 
Appointed Cyrus that he might restore 

The remnant to the land he gave before, 
Rebuild the temple in its former place, 
Renew the offerings of the chosen race, 
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And do such other things as then deemed best, 
While other monarchs should perform the rest. 
Who reads must find and clear deduct from thence, 
The arguments that prove G'od’s Providence. 


There is a period prophesy was sealed, 

No prophet now the holy will revealed, 

But history called profane doth clearly show 
What much concerns the well-informed to know; 
Of what took place until the Saviour’s birth, 
Amid the varying nations of the earth ; 

For this illustrates God’s own holy word, 

And will reward for studies such afford, 

For though the rightly trained in this be few, 
Its interest should no less be kept in view. 

The world’s Redeemer long-expected came, 
Salvation, God provided in His name, 

The only means to ransom sinners lost, 

And to the haven bring the tempest-tos sed ; 

A lesser sacrifice would never do, 

He came and lived and died for me and you, 
God ransomed man, and at his own expense, 

It proves His love and shows His Providence. 
His only son beloved for sinners slain, 

For them his agony and mortal pain, 

For them the Great High Priest an offering made, — 
On Him the burden of “all sins was laid ; 

And they who trust in Him with lively faith, 
Shall ’scape the sorrows of the second death. 
Gods Providence yet in His Church is seen, 

’Tis there his mercy yet doth intervene, 

To snatch the burning brands e’en from the fire, 
And save the perishing ere they expire ; 

But this is not my province to discuss, 

My subject ending I must leave it thus; 
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That God, in every way, and in each sense, 

_ Rules all things by His gracious providence ; 
The shining frame, the various orbs of light, 

That sparkle in heaven’s concave every night ; 
The mighty angels that His throne surround, 
And all that through the universe is found. 
His sway no less the devils trembling own, 
In that most sad abode where is unknown 
The hope of mercy; lost, forever lost, 
In torture infinite, the rebel host. 


In this our nation and in this our day, 

How many paths in which the soul may stray! 
How many devious ways does error take, 

God’s covenant so sure with man to break! 

Here each false doctrine careful you detect, 
Guided by grace you may it know direct, 

And knowing shun; if you your soul would save, 
And wish to live beyond the yawning grave. 

’Tis not my business what to do, to teach, 

I am no minister, and will not preach, 

No poet I, but merely humbly rhyme, 

Nor do I deem to write in verse a crime. 

Books have I written that are greatly read, 

And some good thoughts from each of them are bred, 
But this to every soul sincere I say 

Defer not godliness to dying day. 

For oft we find the wicked are cut off, 

And many now would pray who once did scoff ; 
The parted thread of life did sever 

The place that knew them once will know them never ; 
Thus ’tis we live, we die, and what is next? 

To you and me the state will then be fixed, 

And who may tell what state a soul may see 
When time is gone and ’tis eternity ? 
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_ Again, amid the anxious cares of life, 

With all its hopes and fears and dubious strife, 
What other can the faithful Christian do, 
Than keep the Master ever in his view? 

fis Providence will not His own neglect, 
Such thought upon His goodness will reflect 
The promises are sure to him who seeks, 

And powerful, God’s faithfulness bespeaks, 
Then what is better than to trust His love? 
What principle besides may powerful move? 
What can sustain the sad, desponding heart, 
Relieve its anguish and tormenting smart, 
Except the faith that rests on Christ alone? 
The only refuge for lost souls undone. 

Who trusts shall live, and living here shall prove 
The comfort, joy, and bliss of faithful love, 
Can wealth and fame and pleasure this afford ? 
Or happiness like those who trust the Lord? 
And lean on Him, the only sure defense, 
Well guarded by unfailing Providence. 


ZV. 
Let none imagine that the ways of God 
Can e’er by any right be understood ; 
You preach a sermon on the subject, T 
Some humble verse upon the same may try, 
Another may an essay fair produce, 
Or form of dissertation free, may use, 
But who is he who boldly can explain 
The ways of God? The feeble effort’s vain! 
Nor human nor angelic thought can grasp 
The infinite ; eluding such weak clasp, 
Too short the mightiest intellect ry fall, 
His thought to comprehend who rales o’er all, 
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"Tis what He pleases to reveal we know, 
And, e’en in this our anprohenaaye slow. 


When Christ appeared to Paul, of time to come, 
Foretelling him his witness e’en at Rome; 

One might have thought that He a ship would send 
To waft him safely to his j journey’s end, 

That all the favoring winds would then arise, 

And bear him safely on ’neath smiling skies ; 

That boisterous blasts some other time might blow, 
But that the heaving deep would not then know, 
The stormy tempest, wind, and frowning sky, 

And that he Rome would Teach, his garments dry; 
Or that as glad unto his native isle, 

The wise Ulysses slept in peace the while, 

That so this faithful servant would not fail 

Of favoring skies, smooth sea, and prosperous gale ;_ 
And land at last, the pleasant voyage o’er, 

In smiling clime, on fair Italia’s shore. 

Not so! A dreadful hurricane prevails, 

Fierce winds, a darkened sky, and rending sails, 
A panic-stricken crew—a broken ship, 

All treasure lost, and in the sea they dip, 

Buffet the billows, safely reach the shore, 

Their all they lose, preserve their lives—no more. 
Mysterious, secret, and to man unknown 

With densest darkness God surrounds his throne, 
His counsels known but to Himself alone. 


A precious life is ta’en, a useless spared, 

The wicked oft more splendidly has fared, 
And seemed to prosper more, and happier be, 
Than e’en the good; we often wondering see, 
How some in all possessions do abound, 
While worthier far adversities surround, 

The yawning earth has opened oft her jaws, 
And swallowed cities, yet unknown the cause, 
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For talk as savants may, who chance @’ explore, 
The wonders seen, on ocean or on shore 

And subterranean fires, winds explain, 

As causes, all their efforts are but vain ; 

And serve more clearly, only but to show, 

How partial all our lore of things below, 
Which form a part of one mysterious scheme, 
Of which we know not, and but fondly dream. 


 Polycrates of old so prosperous grew, 

That his success from many wonder drew ; 
Nor least from him his friend whose potent sway 
Ruled o’er dark Egypt at that early day, 
And him advised in a most friendly way, 

To east his most prized treasure far away ; 
Because the Deity would jealous see, 

A mortal in such high prosperity. 

A costly ring he had and greatly prized, 

To cast it in the sea he soon devised ; 

By came a fish which swallowed up the ring, 
Which in the fish a fisherman did bring. 
This lucky accident, as some would say, — 
Made Egypt’s ruler cast from him away 

The friendship which at first so much did please, 
For, in good sooth, he illy felt at ease, 

Lest a reverse some other day should bring, 
Mourning for joy unto his friend the king. 
And so it came to pass; for in the end, 
Polycrates afflictions sad attend, 

A dreadful fate, a lingering, cruel death 
Severed his tenderest ties to all beneath, 
And serves mysterious Providence to show, 
Which governs all above, and all below. 

He gives and takes away; he raises up, 

He casts down low, removing every prop, 
He brings unto the portals of the grave, 

He stretches out His hand potent to save, 
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Thus varying. the fitful scene of life, 
‘In all our joys and sorrows, peace or strife, 
: Mid all our changes giving us to feel, 
‘hat all must bow unto His holy will. 
Who by wise methods, but to us unknown, 
And for our good so we His doings own, 
Draws our affections with strong love intense, 
And: makes us joy ful RO His Divine Providence. 
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